sire to "go home" had been the only one she had expressed in her darkness
during January and February, stood the journey by car remarkably well,
although she had been physically enfeebled by an attack of bronchitis in
February. After she had been wheeled up the path into the old familiar
living-room, shining bright with the pewter she had collected in the past,
and was seated at the old familiar table, she exclaimed proudly to the
doctor who had accompanied her on the journey: "This is my own house,
doctor, bought with my own money." In this dear house, under the care
of Barney, who had not been allowed to care for her in the house of
darkness, and two nurses (for she needed attention day and night),
cheered by the companionship of Edy, the only person in the world of
whose identity she was now sure, she recovered her lost happiness. Her
spirit was no longer tortured by the consciousness of physical and men-
tal decay. When I met her again at Easter, the serenity of her face, which
by some miracle had become young and lovely, made me think of her
eightieth birthday in the house of darkness as a hideous nightmare.
There was the usual birthday limelight, an extra strong flood of it,
because she had passed the four-score limit, and was still reputed vig-
orous. Ellen Terry would have loved to bask in it, but it could not pene-
trate her darkness. The B. B. C. had arranged a special Ellen Terry pro-
gramme on the evening of her eightieth birthday, and in the hope that
her "slight attack of bronchitis" would not prevent her from broadcasting
a message to her loving public, a microphone had been installed in a
sitting-room in the house where she was staying. One of the latest
"portables" had also been brought down in order that she might listen to
the programme, in which many members of the Terry family were taking
part I recall as the most poignant moment in my life hearing the mad
scene from "Hamlet," with Fay Compton as Ophelia, downstairs, while
upstairs the fair Ophelia of 1878, now a distraught old woman, "bound
upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears do scald like molten lead," was
playing Lear.
The loving public! Wretched as Edy was, she thought of that pub-
lic on her mothers behalf. I had been put to work at my old "literary
henchman's" job the day before, and had composed "a message." Years
of experience had made me familiar with the kind of thing Ellen Terry
liked to say on such occasions, and the message came to me automatically,
in spite of the unfamiliarity of the situation. Now I could not go to Ellen
Terry with my draft, hear her read it, and vivify it with spontaneous
revisions as she read. I give the message here, as well as its history, for
fear that at some future time it should be included among Ellen Terry's
authentic utterances. It was a reply to a salutation, in verse, spoken by her
old friend and stage comrade, Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson*
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